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'’YE moan to say, Johnny, ymi’ro goin’ to 
let ’em maroon you out f>n that ole Si-a 
Shoals junk, that ain’t even a pr«)|>er 
lightship, wallowin’ out there in the fog, 
live miles from nowhere? W’y, the ole 
liarge’s jest fixed up for the navy engi¬ 
neers to use for exiH-riments with under¬ 
water signals an’ such—" 

Captain C'asoo of Ships Bottom Life 
Sijving Station brf>kc off to stare indignantly at little 
Johnny Degnan, who stoo<l fumbling the blue slip the 
station wireless oixjnitor had just handed him,—his 
orders from the Ins|>ector of the Bamegat Bay District 
to “report aboard the Sea Shtuds floating light, 
there to remain until further orders.” 

“()rders is onlers, an’ duty’s duty, Jem," Deg¬ 
nan began. “Course she's a hfjoker: but—” 

Little Welsh, gunfm'r and iconoclast of the life 
crew, interrupte<l seoffingly, “But Johnny’s kep’ 
company with tough luck so long he’s scared he’ll 
be lonesome if it changes. That’s why he ain’t 
kickin’ none about bein’ mated up with Black 
'I’ijm Murden rmt yonder. 'Twas bail enougli 
to make a lightship ket'per out o’ Munlen when 
they fired Carlin couple o’ days ago; but to 
mate him up with Jack o' Lantern hi-re—’’ 

Little Welsh pulled up short, and Casi-o an<l 
his mates gazed uncomfortably alHiUt the m«*ss- 
riM>m of the little white-painted life stali<in, mid¬ 
way on the worst wrecking beach of the .Atlantii- 
('fast, facing the huge rollers, surging inshore over 
the treacherous it'cfs of the (Iridiron of Bamegat. 

r)i:c.\.\N’S ill luck—Jack o’ Lantern Degnan. 

^ as Ships Bottr>m had nicknamed the little 
(lovemment steeplejack, chargc«l with the high- 
ui» repairs of lighthouse and light.ship lamps, and 
the (lovemment wireless that (lotted the Bamegat coa.st 
—was traditional on the beach. How he had managed 
to hold down hi.s job during his brief and blundering 
ciireer in the Bamegat Bay district was a puzzle to 
the burly surfmen. And with reasrm. 

Why, it was when Degnan was overhauling the 
Beachy Head lighthouse that the th‘m.sand-i)ound 
•whirligig weights" that furnish the n>tar>' jHiwer for 
the lamps came away, turning the light from a flash to 
a fixed, and nearly running the Seneca revenue cutter 
ashore—Degnan it was, trying out Ships Bottom's new 
motor when the batteiw’ fee*d balled up, stranding the 
big storm fightt-r at sea—and Degnan, again, had tuned 
up the department wireless, till the half-cnized ojxjrator 
was receiving mess;tges from the British Isles, or Bor- 
ne<i, or anywhere except headtjuarters and the short 
line navy circuit. 'I’hosc were meridy samples. 

Nevertheless, the brawny coastguards treated him 
with tolerant friendliness -“Jack o’ Lantern’s so 
blamed misfort’nit!” Even the InsiM-ctor s<‘emed sorr>’ 
for him; for IXgnan w:cs only oflidally n*primandc*d 
and transferred to a less desirable job—where the same 
unkind Nemesis promptly folfinvcd him, up coast and 
down. 

< )nly once did the record var>’,—a few days before, 
when fierce windblasts, driving inshore, wrenched the 
Harvey Cedars lighthouse, tearing the circular staircase 
lcx)sc from its holdings, leaving great, yawning gaps. 
Degnan, with the deftness of his trade, scaled the tower 
in a pair of lineman’s spurs, in the half g.ilc, and, clad 
only in shirt and trousers, kept the lamps going through¬ 
out the bitter night, until the fallen stairc:tse inside 
could be n-paired; thereby probably saving more than 
one c(>£istwise vessel from breaking her back on the 
treachert^us reefs of the Ships’ Graveyard, and inci¬ 
dentally earning him the Bmtherhood of the Beach. 

It was on the heels of the Harvey Cedars feat that 
the “Kidnappin’ < trder” had come, setting the crew of 
Ships Bottom in revolt. Apart from its apparent injus¬ 
tice, they were aware of bad bl<x>d between little Deg¬ 
nan and flashy T(»m Murden, reputed master and owner 
of the fjtst |;ower schfxjner -Annie Belle, and of the 
cause,—a veiy pretty cause with blue eyes and flirta¬ 
tious ways, over in Bamegat village; by name, Miss 
Annabtd Mallorj*. 

.Maybe Johnny Degnan only jiuzzled her,—a quality 
more fascinating to any woman than mere physic^ 
comeliness. Ships Bottom, however, hoped it was 
more; for to a man they distnisted Tom .Murden, for 
all his spendthrift ways, and were uneasily conscious 
that the latter viewc*d the mild-mannereil little steepde- 

{ 'ack as an t>bstacle to lx; removed from the path of his 
ovemaking. 

TF you wasn’t so eternal stubborn ’Ix/ut ktvp>in’ it 
* quiet how them Harvey (A*<lars chumps let their 
ladder flop, I'd quick wise uj> headijuarters- 'twasn’t fair 
to hold to that order after what you dime!" the indig¬ 
nant keeper of Shi|>s Bottom growled. 

l<xjk of ap>prehensi<m fla.^hed into Degnan’s eyes. 
The men, as they stampxil into the Ixiathouse to run 
out the big lifelxmt that was to take him seaw’ard, re- 
memlH-n‘<l it was just siuh a lix>k as they had seen for 
the first lime on his face during all his ill starred career 
at Bamegat, when, the dangers of that night at Harvey 
C’edars over, Jack o’ Lantern Degnan had prompitly 
sworn all eoneemed t<» secrecy. Subsequently they 
swore on their own account. 
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The Snarl on Mur¬ 
den** Dark Face Did 
Not Bear Him Out. 


“Mcbby the rcv’mio depiartmi-nt knows its business,” 
Degnan returned mildly. “.Mebby thcy’rt; sendin’ me 
out with 'Tom, ’cau.se two men kin easier keep ctuies on 
that slippjerj' cable’n one. ’1'was the cable mnnin’ out 
that stranded that bark Myrtle under Carlin’s nose, I 
heunl.” 

Ca.sco, still nursing hi.s angry disapjjroval over Deg¬ 
nan’s unaccountable modesty, answered sullenly, “Sea 
Shfxils Light’s cable it was. Carlin said he wa.sn’t 
IfKikin’—never si)Otto<l it in the dark. 'J'ho Light’s 
s’lxj.sod to be anchored on the nor’ard end o’ the shoals; 
so, when .she slipijK'd back fifty fathom or so, it left the 
sandy reef unguarded. The bark—dex*!) k»aded she 
was or she wouldn’t of grounded—nacherly t(x>k the 
shfKils, thinkin' they was in dwp water soundings, off 
the lightship’s lx>w. 'Fhat ain't no rc-ason you should 
be shanghaied on her,” the stublxim cixistguard per¬ 
sisted. 

Degnan, c*qually hut more mildly obstinate, shrugged 
and tume*! to a curi«»us little csmlrivanee, with gong 
attachment and an eanucce like a telqihone’s, that 
hung on the sttti<>n wall. “This the submarine bell 
api'ratus that ('arlin signaled with?" he began. “T’other 
end’s on the light?" 

A hail frr>m downshorc inteiTupte<l him. “Come on, 
sence you're so set on duty," Casc-o gn>wlcd, striding 
down the beach. “You’ll lx; bangin’ that bell afore you 
been aboard long!" he savagely predicted. 

JACK O’ LA.NTERN' DEG.N’AX had time to think 

over his undesirable as.signment, while Shipis Bottom's 
forty-horsepiower lifeboat snored and slashed seaward 
into a heavy sea, with Casco at the tiller, and the crew 
crouched forward in their drencherl slickers. A few 
desultor>' questions elicited the information that there 
was no other means of communication between the out¬ 
lying lightship) and the shore save the wireles.s submarine 
Ix-ll, installed by tin; enginwr corp)s,—a signaling ap- 
pianitus ba.sed on the p)rincip)lc that vibrations of the 
water will convey messagi'S as well as the air will carry 
w ireless signals. 

Immersed in thought, Degnan’s face assume*! a curi¬ 
ous, twisted smile liuit made the grim-visaged life Cap)- 
tain, driving seaward through u shower of spjumc and 
vapxtrous smoke, involuntarily swing around, alert for 
some impending pn-ril. There was only the sliimniering 
spx'ck ahead where the shoals lightship lay, still hull 
down on the horizon, lurching her top-heavy lamp) mast. 
Jack o’ Lantern knew that high-sided, white-lettered 
hulk, on her lonely si*a i)ost, seldom visitcxl, save by 
the supply ship at long inter\'als. 

“What I’m milling over, Jem lad," Degnan answered 
the lifeguard’s questioning glance, “Why did Tom 
Munlen git after this lightship) job? Course, Ixin’ so 
short handed, the department ain’t refusin' most any 
able-bodied man; but Tom’s pxiwer schiMiner was fetch¬ 
ing him in a bankroll. He flashed it in Bamegat village 
free enough, so I heard.” 

Captain Casco swung the lifeboat up to meet a giant 
roller, and fell off on his course again before lie answered, 
with a cynical smile that expiressed his op)inion of the 
liglitship keepxT; 

“Murden says he lost her—crew lilx-led her up in 
’York, he says. XoIxhIv wanted the job when Carlin 
was fired—Murden said he needed it, an’ ho knows the 
shoals. He’s run over ’em times enough in that sneakin’ 
windjammer of his. She kin go most anywheres— 
where the Rev’nue can’t follow," Casco grimly added. 


I )cgnan, gazing forward, was no longer lis¬ 
tening. He was watching a gleam that shone 
redly over the lightship, bobbing at her 
anchors, a mile away. Suddenly ho spirang 
up, regardless of the pitching boat. 

“Look, Jem!" he said in a breathless wliis- 
p)or. “What d’ye sex* there on the light:'" 

“The sun flickerin’ on the lamp)," (.'ajiiain 
Casco said,wilh a surp)riscd Io()k at the little 
steeplejack. “She ain’t lit up yi-t." 

“Then the sun’s teUgrap)hin’ Mf»rse. 
There’s somc-one on top) Ux)—.Murden, o’ 
course. Signalin’to sea!" Degnan checked 
himsc-lf, with a quick glance at the life 
Cap>tain: i)Ut the lifeboat was close alxiard 
the wallowing lightship now, and Casco 
was not paying much attention. He wanted to get a 
bad business over with and get back. 

Degnan forced a laugh, the curious little laugh that 
had p)uzzled Big Jem Ix'fore. “Siiy, Jem,” he s;«d cas¬ 
ually, “don’t let on to .Murden about Harvey Cedars. 
Murden’d think I was braggin’—’count o’ Annalx-l— 
Miss Mallory," ho finished lamely. “There’s Munlen 
now,” he added with almost an exclamation of relii-f, as 
the big Captain nodded sulkily. “Don’t he look glad 
to see me?” 

'T*HP2 scowl on Murden’s dark visage, as he glared 
over the bulwark down into the Ixjat, did not Ix-ar 
out Degnan's statement. .Neither did his subsequent 
contcmp)tuous Ix-aring, when the lifeboat had cast off, 
leaving the two lighlkeepxTS looking a.skance at each 
other on deck. The converted navy baige was heaved 
short up), creaking and groaning. 

“Come to overhaul the lampis, did ye?” returned the 
fonner schooner master to Degnan’s exp)lanation of his 
onlers to repxirt on lK)ard the lightship)—orders ob¬ 
viously distasteful to the other. “They might have 
sent me a real man if they thought I nee<fed help. Bet¬ 
ter leave the lamp)S to me, or you’ll be balling ’em up 
like you mucked up) everything you t*x>k hold of ’long- 
shon". You can skfp> lx)th watches, for all 1 care." 

Then, having welcomed his confrtTC, the black- 
browc-d keepxT went aloft, where he seated himself on 
the swaying lamp) top, l<x>king out to sea. I’lainly he 
took small st(x;k in his new ship)matc*, whose reputation 
he knew. Degnan, still wearing his little twisted smile, 
slippx’d into the crampjcd cabin aft. There was nothing 
of interest a^ve, save the bare deck, broken by a big 
hatchway amidshipis, and the lonely sea. 

“Glad Ciisco didn’t notice that slip about the sun 
telegraphing Morse. Just the same, I'd like to a sei'n 
more o^^lhem sun fliekerin's,” he siiid, tossing his slemler 
dunnage on a bunk, and transferring some heavy objevt 
to his hip> p)ocket. He chuckled, thinking of Murden’s 
px>rmission to sleep l>oth watches. 

“She's laying on and off—Murden fixed that wlicn he 
spxitled us. He won’t light up fi>r keep>s till the log 
c-omes in—he’ll just watdi out for susp)icious craft. I 
got time!" 

He slippx'd out of his px-ajacket; then, with deftness 
foreign to his usually bungling lingers, he searched the 
lazarette and the untidy Iwkers of the cabin. Finally 
he found and slid back a panel in the fonvard bulkhead, 
op)ening into the hold. After a cautious look from the 
ladder, to be sure Murden was still aloft, he flashed the 
light of a pxxket lamp) and dived into the hold, still 
soliloquizing softly—a habit bom of his trade. 

He was back shortly. “Inspx-ctor’s right; I can get 
up) both ways, case of— Hello! Somebody’s coming in 
a hurr\’. He's sighted something—the schfxiner, I bet!” 

The'sound of Murden’s heavy f(X)tfalls on deck made 
him close the bulkhead panel and glance hastily round 
to assure himself that ever>'thing was in place. Then 
he started up> the comp)anionway—to find it blocked by 
Murden’s bulky form. ^ Black Tom’s fac-c wore an ugly 
scowl which told of inward turbulence. 

“'Fhere's some yacht fellers cornin' ciboard—out o’ 
gasrilene. They signalecl for it when 1 lit up aloft, 
’eount o* the fog," Murden said. “What you doin’ 
douii hcR* so long? I reckon you benn sno()j)in’! I’ll 
I’am ye!” 

'I'he keep)er might have p)lanned his action, or given 
way to sudde-n rage. The blow fell before Degnan could 
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iloilyc. Ill- r(illi-<l (li>\vn thi' la'liliT, a thousaml stars 

• laiu'ing Ix-furi’ his eyt-s, ami hi- hoard Munlon slam 
and ball tin- hatch cuvi-r. 

‘*1 ilidn't think he’d tin it sixiuick," l)cgnanniutU’n-<l, 
and MTainbli'd to his feet half dazed, but grinning. 
“Thinks h<**s got me jugged!" 

Me caught the chugging of a boat alongside ami the 
muffled voiee.s of men, eviclently handling something 
bulky, on the landwanl side of the light.duj!. The hur¬ 
ried seuffling fivorhead was ]mnetuated by a heavy 
thmnp which brought him fully to his sensi-s. 

“'Tiiought first ’twas the cutter’s gun. They’ve got 
the main hatih off, dumping something into the hold, 
oh. I’m onto yoti, T<»m Murden! You hatched out a 
bully smugglin’ scheme when Carlin got fired!" He 
listened a moment e.-igerly. “Working fast, they arc, 
caching the stuff alx)ard! Then they’ll go ashore 
when the latinch’s cmiity, an’ the schooner'll tmil off 
empty a.T innocent too—that's what they think! But 
then-'s me ;in’ Casco, an’ I do hojK’ the C. S. cutter's 
siUKijiin’ mitsidc somewhere! Anyhow, if I can't get 
out, 1 can talk out!" he chuckled. “Ca.sco won't be a 
crowd." 

Me hail taken a small case from under a roll of canvas 
in till- cabin locker, exposing a submarine signaling in¬ 
strument, similar to the one at Ships Bottom station, 
jmd with practised fingers had connected to it a coil of 
insulateil wire. He pressed the key of the sending ap¬ 
paratus—and checked a cr>' of dismay. A deep chim¬ 
ing note had come simultaneously from outside the 
shij). Degnan knew what that was,—the corresponding 
alarm (*f the big gong fastened to the ship’s side, which 
.s|Hnl the vibrations through five miles of sea water to 
Ships Bottom life saving station. He was caught in his 
own trap! 

)R an instant he sbxxl listening, a cold feeling in the 

* region of his belt, as he glanced from the hatch to 
the p.incl in the bulkhead. “I practised bungling lo<^ 


iiiiich adiori'—that gang’s sure to know who <lid that! 
rime I was getting out!" 

Me -slid b;i( k the panel, waiting. They wi-re coming. 
Ml-. ivy si-alHKits poundc'l on the deck, and he heard 
Murden's voice shouting orders and curses in the s;ime 
brealli. as he fumbled at the cabin iloor. “There’s nf>- 
IhmIv 'iwi-t-n decks—goinl for them!" said JX-gnan 
gnmiy. 

Me had not time to close the panel. The jiack was 
howling at his hei-ls jus he hunlh-d thi- packages and 
piled under the ojK-n hatch in the gloom of the 
ill smelling hold —paekjiges nHlh foreign laU-ls—d<Klg- 
mg LTicle Sam’s customs, scores of ’em! 

Ill* knew whjit he had l<* exjK-et from Tom Munli-n 
and his gang of smugglers, just ;is well ;is he knew the 
leader’s plot -and that nuiylH- he had already tran- 
shipjH-d thousjinds of dollars' worth of smuggled gorwls 
inmi his predatory .schoom-r to the neglet led lightship, 
where they couM lie in c-omparative s«-curity until drib¬ 
bled a?.hore in small lx»ats. A daring scheme—if suc- 
CVSsful. 

'I’wo or three men on deck dodged back In-fore the 
bliKid smeared apparition that shot uji tin- gall«-y lad¬ 
der, waving an ugly black auloinalie piste*!. IX-gnan 
h.ul alri-ady forme<l his plans—at lea.sl for a teni|«*rary 
staiidotT i.f the smugglers. But he had forgoiic-n his 


pc^aj.-icket! He rememlKTcd it, when the coM wind 
struck him as he swarmt-d up the shrouds. 

“There you arc* again! Looks like I always got to go 
aloft an’ cio mv dutv in mv shirt an’ jiants," he grum- 
ble<]. 

He was already jK-rched on the lamj) top, wlu-n Mur¬ 
den and half a dozen otlu-rs pilc-d yelling out of the 
galley. IX-gnnn stopjiod the first man who stJirted aloft 
with the waving black automatic. 

“.Not toilay, iinli-ss you want a ti-n-shot Oonny- 
Imxik!" he jeered, and grinnt'd at the volunteer's ha.ste 
to rejoin his comrades, c.Kcitedly conferring on deck. 
Obviously they wen- jirc-ssc-d for time. 

Round the hatchway Degnan saw more bundU-s and 
l)ox«‘s scattered, and the smugglers' launch dipping and 
ducking .alongside. “Dh, tlu-re ain’t no doubt about 
.Munk-n’s illicit trade. An’—I thought so—thjil’s the 
Annie Bt-lle out there, just come up from South. I’d 
know her ck-an-ciit lines anywhere," ho said, staring 
through the white mist at the black sebrnmer lying a 
cable’s length away. And—what wjis that Ix-yond.' 

Was there- sf»mc-thing else out there? He i>ccrcd into 
the sea fog; but the glan- from the lamps Murden had 
lighted blinded him m(*mentarily. 

“You Degnan!" Munlen hailed him from below. “What 
kind o' sneakin' game you got buttin’ in what don’t 
concern you?" The smugglcT’s upturned face was con¬ 
vulsed with rage-. “What fixil business you up to, any¬ 
how?" 

Degnan nursed the big bhick automatic. “Business 
of the U. S. Rev’nue Scr\dL-e! What kind of a lightship 
kecfx-r are you anyhow, Tom Murden? What busincs,s 
you got planting smuggled stuff aboard a gov'ment 
ship?^ he moc-ked defiantly. 

For a moment he stareef down in the ominous silence 
that followed, inwardly half tempted to start some¬ 
thing—anything that woukl hold the smugglers for a 
.space. If Cjisco had received the intcmiplcd message, 
he must be more than hjilfwjiy out by now. And, any¬ 


way, now he was sure of the white sjx-ck .seaward, topped 
by n*ning clouds of smoke. The revenue cutU-r, steam¬ 
ing in as to a rendezvous! “.Schfx>ncr smelt her out - 
that’s what rushed ’em!" 

Murden saw her at the same- moment. He .sprang to 
the rail, frantically waving his cup at the scluxmer. 
.\s thfiiigh oln-ying previous onlcrs, she swung gnice- 
fully toward the lightship, Ikjw on. iX-gnan iaught*i!. 
With ('.'isco coming the smugglers were bhx-ked from 
kind Jind si-a! 

“■J'oo late!" he calk-il down. “I got you euchred two 
ways for Sunday. May as well stay jibojtrd, Tom .Mur- 
<k-n, unk-ss you fellows want to dixlge bulk-ts. The 
tabh-s an* turned— .Ah!" 

TT wjis IX-gnan who did the dmlging first. With a 
^ whiplash cnick a bulk-t clipixxl the thick lens of the 
lamp at his head, buzzing over him like a big Inimbk- 
lx*e. .Munlen lan into the gloom of the forojK-ak, and 
IX-gnan, wriggling rouml flat on the top, glimpseil the 
black sc-hooncr coming on, shearing th»* sea in white 
waves with her sharji Ixiw. 

“But the Rev’nue's right on her hivls! It’s the old 
hound dog Seni*ca 1 trieil ti> sink off Beachy Heail, keep¬ 
ing up my n-putation for blundering." Jack o’ Lanteni 
grinned. “We got '«-m iH-tweeii two fin-s, just where 


tlu-y ha<I me a minute ;igo—if on’y Ca.sco shows up!" 

There was no sign of the .‘-'hips Bottom litelmat in the 
gjithering darkness shorewanl. The smugglers wen- .il- 
rcuily tunihling into the launch, whii-h still clung to the 
lightship's side—waiting for someom*.-' 

“Wonder why Murden don’t go along? I got no ob¬ 
jections," Degnan sjiid, grinning. Casco or the cutter 
was sure to get 'em all!" 

Next moment he knew. A clanking came from be¬ 
low, the ominous sound of capstan jiawls, and a sudden 
shower of spjirks. I'hc chain cJiblc, c.ast loose, was 
grating out of the hawschole! And the smuggling 
sclKKiner w:is head on for the drifting lightship's how, 
following her as she made stemway. tolling on the cut¬ 
ter! The chain cable ran off the winch like a roi>e from 
a rc-cl, as the big rollers swept back the lighlshi]) from 
her proper sUition, leaving the long ridge of sjind un- 
guardeil, like a .submerged ht-dge, paralleling the distant 
shoreline. 

Degn.an sjirang up with a shout of rage. 'I'he schixiner 
could safely pass th.at hiilden reef; but the deep draft 
revenue cutter—tk'stniction, sure jind certain, maybe 
men’s lives, hung in the balanc<* for her! 

“The 5>cneca’s bound to strike and break her back, 
just like that bark did when Carlin went adrift. The 
schooner’ll pick up the launch, and the whole gang will 
go clear!” The thought mad<lcncd him into action. 
But what to do? He was helpless— 

UE was on his feet, raging, planning, when Murden 
darted aft, under the shadow of the bulwark, 
stopjx-d amidships, swung rountl, and a red streak shot 
upward. 

A fiery pain scared Degnan's shoulder, numbing his 
whole arm. He heard the thump of his pistol as the 
wejii)on struck the di'ck, and Murden’s mocking laugh, 
as the smuggler made for the waiting launch, a menacing 
figure, shaking his fist in the glare of the lamps. 

“That'll square accounts, Mr. Secret Service Agent!" 

Murden cried. “Part for interferin’ Jtn’ 
part for fooling me good an’ projx'r! 
You and your Revenue, an' your lamp 
jack job!" 

Degnan, dumb with pain, was sway¬ 
ing dizzily when the lightship brought 
up with a savage lunge that nearly 
tossed him from the top. At the s.ame 
moment the schfxincr, like a bkick 
phantom, passed under her bows, going 
shoreward. The murderous shoals 
waited for the cutter. 

For an insUint despair seized upon 
him. Murden’s sneering laugh still 
rang in his ears, like a knell. Yes, he 
Weis a secret agent, a trusted man in 
the Revenue Service, sent to compass 
the capture of Murden and his gang, 
long suspected by the department, but 
who had always eluded them. He had 
spent bitter months of hard work, 
I>ainstakingly, at his adopted tnvde, 
winning a reputation for blundering, 
to disarm Murden’s suspicions, against 
the very emergency that had come; 
which he had prepared for, only to 
culminate now in ignominious defeat, 
when success had seemed certain! For 
him-self, dying for all he knew, on the 
swaying masthead of .a barren lightship, 
in the ocejin night, he did not care; 
imt with the unsusiwcting cutter rush¬ 
ing to her doom all was lost! He saw 
her nw, a gleaming splash of yellow 
and find the men crowded for¬ 

ward, rJmet-rs on the bridge. 

To ^ve the cutter, that was his 
one thought. To warn her of the trap 
set—anrkjw save all! And with the 
thought cjime inspiration. Code her, 
use the lamps as a semaphore, as Mur¬ 
den had done to w;im off the smuggling 
schooner, when he .s}X»tted the ouU-om- 
ing lifeboat! 

He .snatched for the lajxds of his coat, 
and groaned to find it gone. Hi.s 
ro\'ing eye glimjised folded canvas in¬ 
side the lamp frame, and his heart 
K-aix'il. 

“The lump cover! By George! I’ll 
do it yet!" Me was frozen with his long vigil aloft— 
only his arm burned and jumix-d like a million tofjth- 
achi-s. But Jack o' Lantern Degn.an clawed and tore at 
the door of the big glazed light, in unmerciful agony, 
but with joy in his heart. 

A stifling blast struck him as he lunged inside. The 
heat and poisonous vapors choked him. He went blind 
in the glare of the lamps; but he found what he wanteil, 
—the big canvas shroud that slipped down u\-er 
shades and metal feeders to the floor. That would do 
it—fine! 

“First froze stiff, an’ beat up. an' shot up, an’ bumeil 
.'dive—an’ now I’m goin’ to violate maritime law, <lous- 
ing a sea light—1 know! Just the same I'm goin’ to 
have the last laugh, Mr. Munlen!" 

The fumes caught him; but his head held to his one 
thought,—to signal the Seneca. He had to stop ami 
jxxT out, to pick up the lights <»f the onrushing revenue 
cutter in the fog ami gloom seaward before he stJirletl, 
signal flashing from his extemixirized semaphore. She 
WJI.S fi-:irfully near, and eveiA* second counted. 

“That’s eastward—1 see her!" he iinittert-d thickly. 
Next im*ment he was waving the canvas co\'cr Ix-fon* 
the lamps, blinding the light to sc-award, then showing 
it again, long and short inler\-als alternating, to take 
i7''Kri>i:ied on page 13 
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JACK O’ LANTERN 


CoKAr.icd from page 9 

the ])lace of dots and dashes of the helio* 
grapli. 

“Let’s sec. What's—oh, I reinemlK'r. 
Flash—flash—flasli — h 'iig blank — flash. 
Slipped cable. Rt\f exposed. Now what the 
deuce is—I know! Long blank—flash— 
blank —flicker—flash. Su'iiig 7i.ide. Reef 
ahrad," 

He was signaling by navy cixlo, almost 
forgotten, working madly with the heavy 
canvas, licnvly iiolding himself together, 
by sheer will forcing his wounded artn to 
do its work. 

‘'Swing ii’ide. Reef exposed. That’ll pul a 
joker on yotir game, Mr. Munlenl Plash— 
flicker—flk ker—I’ll have to Morse* it. Smug¬ 
glers in launch—swing wide reef — (iUiryl 
there gi>es her siren! 7’wo shorts—short - 
three shorts — (K K. . . . Casco sighted. 
Hurroo! Wi*'ve got the whole crowd lashed 
to the mast!” 

J ACK O’ LANTERN DEGNANwasaUin. 

His duty «lom*. he crumpled on han<ls and 
knei-s, crawling blimlly about till he found 
I the door, sivking a way out of the inferno of 
gases and heat. 

He was half i*onsi4ous of a white light that 
placed on the lamp top. The calcium of the 
Seneca swept the whole length of the light¬ 
ship. With droning siren the (iovemment 
ship pa.sse*(l the sunken shoals in a wide arc. 
I3egnan sighed conte-ntc<lly. 

“F(H>led ’em!" he nninnurcd. 

The* treacherous semd trap Temi Murden 
had laid with such devilish ingenuity and 
foresight had failed. De*gnan vaguely sjiw 
the white shaft pick up the Airing scheKme-r. 
His last cetn.seious sunvy brought a grim 
chuckle as he lay there spe-nt, bkr«ling, an<l 
bre:ithless. The big white motf*rbout filled 
with burly life s;-vers in s<.*u’weslers had 
closed in on a l«lack lauiuli, i*utting her off 
from the shore! And they had made a clean 
roundup! 

‘•Ca.scf)’s got the smugglers an’ .Murden: 
the cutter’s got the schttoncr, an’ I got 
about forty-’leven «ascs of smuggled cigars, 
.'in' a whole raft of— 

“‘Ribl>ons .iml laces, to si*t olT the faces 
Of pretty young '.wwthearts—and wiwsi’ 

It’s a whirligig world! Wonder what—rny 
.Vnnie’s d<4n’ now?" Siu«l Jack o’ Lanleni 
dirpily. 

C .VSeO and the i utter’.s oflin r found him, 
with bniisi-il m ad ancl u.si less arm. in 
the cramtx.'d cabin of the lightdiip, imlus- 
triously shivering in his attempt to frame his 
•'Report to the In>{K*itor.'’ The oflicer 
could only stare; btU Casco promptly gath¬ 
ered him in. 

It had Inen a -trenuous time for J. rk*g- 
nan, sixjcial secret agent of the Uniu*d 
States Revenue Si*r\4ee, detailed t«> “riek<-n 
up" the big Bamegat smuggling easi*. < »f 
ensuing events, after the advent of the two 
men, and of the transhipment of Munlen 
and his smuggling itcw, the securing of the 
smuggled g«Kxls on the lightship, Degnan 
knew as little as he knew of his own flying 
trip ashore in the white lifelxiat, in blissful 
une< msi i< )usnes<. 

Two days later, however, in a new blue 
unib >rm with glittering brass he stinxl in the 
messnxjm c*f the life stati<.n, patiently an¬ 
swering the ailiniring life Cajdain’.s volley of 
(juestions, 

“Coursi* it was a put up job all around,” 
he s;iid. “Munlen had bxiletl the dejiarl- 
meiit eveiy time; so they rei*kom*d tin* i»iily 
wav to trap him was to put a blun<lerin’ litt le 
rurit he just i*ouldn’l suspicion as Ix in' there 
to spv on him—and lights are g^Hxl bn.k- 
outs!' But after -ill ’twas Providence played 
the winning hand for the .le])artment. Mnr- 
den eouMn’t a ligured bi-iorehand on (.'ar- 
Hn's blunder—but when it came he jum}R*d 
to his o]){>')rtunily, and his finish! (ln.*at 
scheme, though!" 

Cas*:«i midded. “Is it right, what I hear 
alxjiit you quittin’ the bi*uch ser\-iee.' Hov. 
alxiut AiinalKl.'” he ilcniamU-'l bluntly. 
The big c«>ast guanl was godfather t<j half 
the pn*tty girls of Bamegat village, an<l had 
a right to ask. 

“There isn't anything left to keep me in 
Bamegat any longer now,” Degnan said 
gl<M unity. 

('asiV) stared. “Tom .Murden’s out o’ the 
wav. You mean .\nnabc*l won’t —" 

“.\nnalH-l M.dlorv’ will never many a Jack 
o’ Lantern, Jem," Degnan intcmipted. 
'J'hi*n he grinne<l broa<lly. “.Miss Malloiy's 
engaged to an oflieerin th<* Rev'nue Navy 
St*r\'i<x*, a new, full-fledged Lieutenant on 
thi* Si*nei*a.” 

“Who.'" «lemande<l Casco. 

“Me!" Degnan s;tid. “Why don’t you 
salute your '•iq'erior oflicer, Jem?” 
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